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S; having just read a couple of previous entries, i have decided to make an entry that is less dire, less defeated and is intended just to add a little balance (not much, just a bit).

The story so far.......

I am being pursued by a gargantuan shit hore from another galaxy, named "jubilee shitpot". She harbours a rogue colossus squid that she loosley refres to as her brain, and that she claims is capable of unearthloy and tremendous powers. NOteably excluded from these awsome capabilities are 1) faculty of reason   2) any ability to provide anything that would enable anyone with a piece not toast for a brain to take what she claims seiously beyond what of their own fears and misgivings they might like to invest in her crapola    3) any trustworthiness or reliability.


Unless I act out of my own fear, or more accurately act irrationally, I have to submit to the ovewrwhelming guess that she (J), like Doug Dinsdale, is being chased by a giant hedgehog named Spiny Norman, and it is this hodgeheg that is dictating her contributions and advising her on her dress sense (I assume she looks like an old cholostemy voucher).

Anyway, if I was to act intelligently, and not actually defaet myself with cuatious worry, and I was to attrubute to my friends the decency that I would wish for myself, and instead of thinbking they are being oputgunned by a bilge oil barnacle shit slag, I attribute to them the respect of believeing that they like me are only outdone in 1 way (the availability of high fidelity audio), they will be dealing with the bore bag in the same accomplished,  intelligent, caring, contientiuos, matter of fact, decent,l balanced, dignified, safe as houses, lawful by ethics, reasonable, considerate, affible, laudable, anhd mertitorious, reputation enhancing,  credible, honor bringing way that people of their caliber not only always bring to bear, but define what can be brought to bear, manner of interaction.

ANyway, I am thinking in light of the threat I received several munits ago, that I might call the ungulate squad to comne and bag this babbling bullshitter and in due acknowledgement of her dogged (that is dogged) dcetermination and reklentless reelentlessness, cut the bottom out of a bucket and place the remainder over her head so she stops lickling her own ass.

This is my treatise, my entry and my circumstance. OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO someone sdave me frpom the limitless threats that I can now only embarress amd humiliate myslef by attempting to reason with, can't even begin tyo believe, and will not, or will, its up to me, construct ever ambling sentances that go on for many money words, sometimes even more words separated by commas, and then a couple of colorful words, going on and on, because my tasty indian banquet dionner, that Windy did not obviously proepare (you prepare good food, and the rest you just cook), and then the saentabnce app[roaches what seems to be an end, but then another comma, and off it goes again and again and again and again.   KNow what I mean gov? Andf all this literarty spillage makes much much more sense than I can ever get from the threatening coelenterate that I have to deal with.